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Sav giggled to himself as he kept reading. He didn't want to wake the grouch in the bunk behind him. 


He understood why Joe didn't like the fanfiction that was written, but Sav found most of it funny as it was 
usually so badly written. The descriptions of their emotions were the best, especially when they tried to give 
Joe a soft and tender side. He was as tender as a crocodile most of the time. Protective yes, Joe was very 
protective of his band mates, god help anyone who pissed him off, but tender? Nah.not him. 

Sav shook his head trying to dislodge the mental image that the last chapter had left in his mind. 

Maybe he should give up reading this stuff. 


Unable to sleep due to the tour bus hitting what felt like every single pothole in the road, he'd been sat in 
semi darkness, reading for the best part of 3hours. The last lot was about Phil and Steve and their sexual 
gymnastics. Sure Phil was very fit, but Sav doubted even he could do some of that. He'd need to be double 


jointed. As for Steve, stories about him always made him wonder what he would have thought: 


Looking at the clock, Sav decided it was time for a cuppa then he would try the whole sleeping thing again 
"Owfuckbollocks" he hissed as he stubbed his toe on the table as he'd stood up. He turned to see if he'd woken 
Joe, but it looked as though he was still out for the count. 

"Thank fuck" he mouthed silently as he flipped the switch on the kettle. 


"What are you doing?" came the sleepy question making Sav jump. 


"Jeez.a bit of warning next time. Nothing much, just making tea and toast. Go back to sleep" Sav replied, 
thinking please don't wake up properly. 


Sitting back down with his tea, Sav clicked on the next story he'd been sent by a friend back home in Sheffield. 
In the subject line she had written ‘4 inches? Really? 
Instantly Sav knew that Joe was the subject this time, it wasn't nicknamed The Python for nothing. 


So engrossed in this latest trash, he never heard Joe get up. Usually he closed his email down to avoid the 
usual ‘fanfic-shite-llikepussynotcock' rant but this time he wasn't quick enough and Joe had spotted it. 


"Why do you read that bollocks?" Joe asked, stifling a yawn 

"Because its funny most of the time" Sav replied as he closed his laptop. 
"Its disrespectful . to you, me, the others’ 

"Its trashy reading.mindless rubbish where people shag a lot 


"You mean where various members of the band fuck each other " Joe said rubbing his eyes with one hand and 


scratching his side with the other. 
"This one says you've got a Minch cock and balls the size of apples" 


‘Clearly that bit is true then" Joe said with a wink "I still don't like the stuff. Now l'm going back to bed, | 


suggest you do the same as we've got a long day ahead of us" 
“What? With you? Just like that story says we do?" Sav said with a grin "Sorry, | couldn't resist 

Joe turned, did the one finger salute and told Sav to fuck off 

"You never wondered what it would." He stopped as Joe spun round, his eyes blazing, 

"Wondered what? What it would be like to get sucked off by one of you lot? To potentially ruin our friendships 


of over 20 plus years for a quick blow job?" He snapped. "No | fucking haven't. Thats what groupies are for" 
With that, Joe stalked off back to his bunk muttering to himself. 


Sav smirked to himself as he shut the laptop off. "If that's the reaction | get when | start to ask what it 


would be like if we'd not made it in music, l'll not ask about the other" 


